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"VIEWPOINT has as its purpose the stimulation of intellectual and spiritual 
‘give and take’ within the theological community. It is to be a sounding board of 
faculty and student opinion on issues which confront the community...It is 
important that issues which are being discussed not be confined to classrooms, 
faculty offices, dormitories, or hallways. The entire community should be aware 
of the diversity of opinions on current problems. VIEWPOINT offers the opportunity 
for these to be voiced. [VIEWPOINT, Vol. 1, No. 1, November 14, 1963. | 


And so it goes... VIEWPOINT welcomes contributions of informal essays, poetry, short 
stories, and criticism from the students, faculty, and administration of Princeton 
Theological Seminary and from persons outside the seminary community so long as such 
contributions are germane to the purpose of VIEWPOINT. Contributions should be typewritten 
and double-spaced and submitted to the editor of VIEWPOINT, to the Office of Student 
Publications in the basement of Stuart Hall, or to the VIEWPOINT box outside the Office 
of Student Publications. The deadline for contributions to the next issue of VIEWPOINT 
is Friday, November 13. 
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VIEWPOINT is a journal of opinion published by students of Princeton Theological Seminary. 
The opinions in this publication do not necessarily reflect the position of Princeton 
Theological Seminary; the editor and staff assume no responsibility for opinions other 
than their own. 


EDITORIAL = 
HOW MANY PAGES MAKE AN EDUCATION? 


It is rumored that a certain well-known figure on campus, in his personal attempt 
to raise Princeton Seminary academic standards, has assigned his students to do a fifty- 
page term paper produced from original research, Certainly no one san argue with the 
professor's intent ~ academic standards at Princeton Theological Seminary are in need 
of serious and thorough scrutiny. Indeed, the concept of “academic standards" generally 
is in need of examination, but the professor in question here apparently has already 
completed such an examination on his own and concluded that what we need is more of the 
same. If fifteen-page papers fail to produces scholars worthy of the name "Princeton," 
then surely fifty=page papers will! 


Logic such as this is no credit to the faculty of this venerable institution. The 
questions which a number of students are trying to raise with regard to theological 
education are not answered by demanding longer papers or more of the same of anything. 
What is needed is some radical investigation of what "education" is, of what "theology" 
is, and of how these two are combined to form creative theolagical education. The 
student protest in this seminary last spring should have demonstrated this fact if nothing 
else, but the administration and the faculty of the seminary seem to be content to ignore 
the events of May, 1970, by retreating into pat cliches such as, "The problem with the 
seminary is that we have too many draft—dodgers," or "The events on the seminary campus 
last May were instigated by outside agitators. We have very good pictures of them." These 
statemenss are not drawn from the imagination. One was uttered by a faculty member and 
the other by an official of Princeton Seminary. 


It is time to realize that this seminary has not perfected theological education 
and that, indeed, theological education such as it is here is inadequate to enable Princeton 
graduates to deal with reality either now or twenty yeers from now. Problems such as 
these are not solved by the assignment of fifty or even one hundred—page papers but 
only by honest and effective inquiry, discussion, and action among all sectors of the 
seminary community - students included. It may surprise the senior faculty to learn that 
students have the largest stake in the educational precess, and it is imperative that 
students play an influential role in the much-needed reform of theological education at 
Princeton. What we are calling for is nothing less than a cooperative effort on the part 
of the students, faculty, and administration of Princeton Theological Seminary to 
re-make theological education in this institution. Until this happens, no number of 
pages, neatly typewritten and double-spaced, will make any kind of an education and 
certainly won't make a good one. 


NO 


HOUSEHUSBAND? 


by 
Madeline Caughey Means 
Househusband? "I now pronounce you woman and husband"? It would take some doing 
before men would accept the above phrases; it will take some undoing indeed before 
both men and women reject the prevalent counterparts of those phrases and the sub— 
servient roles they imply. 


Unfortunately, the role of housewife, or wife if you prefer, has been too 
narrowly conceived by our saciety and subsequently too powerfully reinforced. A woman 
can forget she is first a woman, a human being, autonomous, alive, independent, and 
only secondarily a wife. 


The Wives' Fellowship, even in name, seems to encourage women of the community to 
define themselves primarily in terms of their marital status. Why are Wives’ Fellowships 
so prevalent throughout the country and Husbands' Fellowships virtually nonexistent? 

The answer is obvious: the role of husband is only one of a great number and great variety 
of roles from which a man fashions his self-image. Yet, a woman, through the looking— 
glass-self phenomena by which one sees oneself as others see him, soon begins to conseive 
of her primary, sometimes even exclusive, role as that of wife. It was due to the 
prevalence of such a limited self-—conception that the immediate question so often asked 
among newly-acquainted women at the first Fellowship meeting was not, "What is your 
profession?" (or job), but "What year is your husband in?" One woman even thought the 
latter information should have been included on the nametags. And if our consciousness 

as women, as human beings, was not at least partially constricted by the narrow walls 

of domesticity, would "Homecrafts" have been the interest group with the largest 
attendance at that meeting? 


Finally, consider the term "seminary wife"; it is, to me, not only inaccurate, 
but unattractive. If any of the members of our community are to be designated seminary 
spouses, the term seems best suited to those who are married and enrolled in the 
seminary. 


The question was put to me by a professor at the dinner for entering students and 
wives, "Are you a student or are you just here?" While realizing the question was not 
asked inhospitably, it did pass through my mind that if I had to be considered my 
husband's sidekick, I'd at least like to be called something colorful like Sancho Panza. 
Perhaps the Wives' Fellowship could change its name, if not to Women's Fellowship, then 
to "The Sancho Panzas of the Seminary." Or we could adopt the slogan proffered by my 
husband, "Women of the world unite! You have nothing to lose but your aprons!" 





CONFESSIONS OF A JUNIOR 


by 
Chris Mounger 


From my first five weeks at the seminary, I have learned that one should expect 
the worst of every situation, one should be a zealous pessimist, even when dealing with 
spotless reputations, for it is only then that one avoids disappointment. By all means 
do not misinterpret the above sentence —- I realize that Princeton Theological Seminary 
is by far the best Presbyterian seminary in the Hast and that any educational opportunity 
is only what the student makes of it. If my impressions ooze with naivet@ or with col- 


legiate idealism, please inform me of my hasty errors and aid this sophomoric neophyte in 


his quest for truth, beauty, and an honest man -—— "Send out thy light and thy life, let 
them lead me." 


Each of us has an idea of the ideal university or, if you prefer, the ideal seminary. 
Mine happens to consist of diversity, openmindedness, and free application of the scientific 
method without fear of being labeled a heretic. In one of my classes the professor, an 
ordained minister, is coerced by a group of proselytizers to continually make relevant to 
a conservative definition of Christianity that which may not have the slightest relevance 
to Christianity. During that same class period, this professor was asked to account for 
some of his "liberal" views —- an interrogation reminiscent of the Salem witch trials 
complete with raving Cotton Mathers flashing pious, uplifted eyes. I+t seems there is 
very little room for liberalism other than popular Presbyterian liberalism of the nine— 
teenth century or at best of the 1930's, for we must uphold the name of the institution 
at all costs and protect our future evangelists from threatening heresy and the world. 
Our Christianity must be founded on the Rock of Ages, safe and secure from the doubts and 
questions of heretics and, God forbid, draft—dodgers. 


It is quite an understatement to assert that graduation from college and jumping into 
seminary is rather hard. One of the amazing aspects of Princeton is the realization that 
the seminarian is even more of a nigger than the college student. He has absolutely no 
power in determining any policy related to the institution. While in college I was under 
the illusion that the institution existed for the students rather than for the alumni, etc. 
But in the words of Willie Morris, fellow Mississippian and editor of Harper's, 1 add, 


In the souls of all of us is anarchy, and it can erupt on a whim -— especially in 
the young. That is why college administrators, like politicians, would have us 
believe they have had a glimpse of the higher truth. They need every defense they 
can get. p. 162, North Toward Home. 


A graduate of the class of 1897 said of Princeton Seminary that upon graduation the 
seminarians cease to think. This graduate’s disillusionment grew to the extent that he 
soon professed atheism and taught philosophy at Dartmouth. However, I must not be too 
hard. I feel that most seminaries are behind the times; transferring would be copping 
out. Moreover, 1 am relatively satisfied with most of my courses — the readings are 
excellent and my professors are most capable, but class discussions (with one or two 
exceptions) usually wither into the asinine since we try to make everything relevant to 
fundamental Christianity. I am resigned to pursue outside research into heretical 
questions which apparently the devil twists into my heart -— the library facilities in 
the community are inspirational affording any perplexed student numerous opportunities. 
The location of the seminary could not be better both in the opportunities for field 
education and cultural activities. With little difficulty students may enroll at the 
secular university. And with minimal red—tape an interested student may undertake a 
reading course of his own design. 
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EDITOR'S NOTE: On the following pages are three poems by Miss Karen A. Krukowski, 
a student at Hightstown High School. Miss Krukowski is the student of Mrs. Peggy Vardaman, 
who brought this poetry to my attention. Miss Krukowski's poetry deals with personal 
themes drawn largely from the experiences of her own young existence, but they are themes 
which are valuable to readers of all ages, and for that reason I hope you will join me 
in encouraging this talented young poetess and in the enjoyment of these poems. 


CUP OF TIN 
"Hey Mr. Rich Man 
Riding in your shiny new car, 
You toss a slug in my cup of tin 
But spend $10.00 in that private bar. 
Always looking for more money 
Investing and watching it grow, 
if wonder why my money's gone, 
But it's you I always owe. 
You think you're something special, 
Class "A" or number One, 
But if you worked as hard as I have, 
You're happy to see day done. 
You sit and eat your steaks at six 
And have your drinks at eight, 
But I'm lucky to see hot dogs 
On my chipped and splintered plates. 
But I'l] tell you Mr. Rich Man 
I don't need money come dying time, 
‘Cause I'll be ahead of you 
In God's picking line. 
He'll see my hands have done their job, 
Prayed when I have sinned, 
And dropped whatever I could spare 


In my brothers cup of tin!" 


Karen A. Krukowski 


ON THE sTREET WHERE I LIVE 
We's got a two-room mansion on the 4th. floor, 
And we'd be rich if we weren't so poor. 
My MaMa works hard tryin! to get ahead; 
We's a pretty close family sleepin' 3 ie bed. 
The street outside serves as the park 
And a muggers paradise after it's dark! 
The garbage pile serves as homeplate for games, 
And when the rats find it, it's really a pain. 
Haven't seen my PaPa since they carted him to jail, 
And I guess Satis still there 'cause we can't afford bail. 
The neighbor man's a doctor, so the people say, 
And business is picking up, butchers twice a day. 
The man down the hall runs a pharmacy, 
And MaMa says he's bad and just to let him be! 
People around here can't afford to give, 
And life is tough on the street where I live! 


Karen A. Krukowski 


ALONE 
I walk alone while others walk in pairs, 
Laughing when it hurts me to, crying when I care, 
Playing a role that's not the real me, 
A prisoner of life, waiting to be free. 
A painted smile on my tear stricken face, 
Which at times feels quite out of place. 
If people only knew that we clowns have feelings too, 
And are hurt very easily by the things they say and do. 
To see others happy, knowing it's me they're laughing at, 
And when I end my performance, I pass around the hat. 
But the day will come when that painted smile will fade, 
And another role will come about, the one I've never played. 


Karen A. Krukowski 


TWO FILMS 


Easily the best film of the year thus far is Bob Rafelson'’s Five Hasy Pieces. After 
box office success with Easy Rider, Rafelson is exploring film-making with a hand which 
is now more adept and even has the look of a professional. The best thing one can say about 
Five Easy Pieces is that it is tasteful, and that is not so casual a compliment to give 
in a cinema which is increasingly replete with hacks and amateurs. 


Rafelson's anti-hero, Robert Dupea, is a fugitive from a family of virtuosi who live 
on an island in Puget Sound. Dupea is played sensitively by Jack Nicholson, also of Easy 
Rider fame. Dupea has sought refuge from his father as well as from Chopin in the earthier 
surroundings of oil fields and a truck stop waitress who doubles as his mistress. Her 
name is Rayette Dipesto and this part too is played with painful accuracy by Karen Black. 


Dupea receives the news that his father has suffered a stroke and may not gurvive, 
so he sets out joylessly for his island home accompanied by the iip-glossed Rayette. The 
dramatic tension is set: a confrontation between two radically diiferent kinds of life, 
Tammy Wynette and Mozart. But, in the end, Dupea finds a home in neither and forsakes 
both, leaving the audience with a consistent image of the rootless hero and perhaps even 
a question or two. 


Goin' Down the Road, now receiving heavy publicity as the picture to see this year, 
is a noisy flop. The fact that it has won three Canadian film awards (including Best 
Picture of the Year) only reveals how little the Canadians have to choose from during 
those long, cold winters. It is true that Doug McGrath and Paul Bradley turn in passing 
performances in this low-budget film by Donald Shebib, but the best thing that can be said 
about the film is that it only cost eighty thousand dollars, and that is a tepid compliment 
indeed. Goin' Down the Road proves that the current trend away from million-dollar 
Hollywood extravaganzas does not necessarily mean that we are going to have better films 
to choose from. 


The plot centers around two proletarian Nova Scotians who escape to the paradise 
of Toronto only to find that the rewards of the technocracy are jealously reserved for 
those who possess the pedigrees of degrees and diplomas. After a period of lower middle 
Class existence in the city, a state whose tantalizements are mostly those of color tv 
sets and electrical appliances, the two come upon hard times again and, after a clumsy 
attempt to rip off a supermarket, flee to the West. 


It is true that the film contains some excellent photography (I regret that the 
lightning-fast credits did not allow me to capture the photographer's name) and that 
it succeeds in some measure as a documentary of the drop-out life. It even almost delivers 
a successful indictment of the plastic values of a technological society. As a drama, 
however, it is a film with few ups and quite a few downs. 


JUST PLAIN JOE 


Joe is one of those movies which attempts to foliow in the tradition of such para~ 
noia nourishing films ag Easy Rider, Midnight Cowboy, The Graduate, etc. Pathetically, 
for what Joe lacks in technical innovation, it tries to compensate with dubious relevance 
and worn-out sensitivity. This "slice of life" (pronounced with emphasized long “i's") 
draws from such original sources as advertising agencies, blue collar neighborhoods 
threatened by blacks who ",..Aren’t so bad for colored," and the "oh so sensitive," 
exploited youth culture. Perhaps if Joe had been made five years ago, it would have been 
a memorable panorama of the obvious; it’s "message" being that the human situation is 
complex, indeed, 


However, the script, like fraternity smokers, does have its fleeting moments of 
humor — it is often amusing to be machine-gunned with cliches and four-letter meaningless 
words. And if that submersion into the hackneyed is not enough, the audience must submit 
to such boring themes as "oh so now" sexual promiscuity, impending homosexuality, mercenary 
social structures, the battle between booze and drugs, and general All—American decadence. 
Certainly Joe makes one doubt the validity of the film as an art form. 


However, some hints of genius do manage to coagulate long enough for recognition 
before dissolving into watered-down stereotypes. One begins to empathize with the bigoted 
hero — unfortunately, ennui gradually squelches any potential empathy. 


The producers, on the other hand, must be congratulated for making Joe on a low 
budget derived from their previous monetary success Inga. They are a new company and are 
making a genuine, if floundering, attempt at art. Perhaps their next effort will prove 
more mature, and they will deal with innovative characterization and plot rather than with 
dated relevance. 


x 
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WEASELS RIPPED MY FLESH! 


VIEWPOINT Volume &, number 2. 
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Malcolm Christian Mounger 
Warren Soare 


VIEWPOINT is an implement of destruction 
produced by the students of Princeton 
Theological Seminary. The opinions 
expressed herein are not necessarily 
those of Princeton Theological Seminary 
(and we'd be dammed surprised if they 
were), nor do the editors assume 
responsibility for opinions other than 
their own. Contributions of essays, 
criticism, poetry, fiction, and belles 
lettres are welcomed and should be 
submitted to the VIEWPOINT box in the 
basement of Stuart Hall no later than 
Saturday, December 12, for inclusion in 
the next issue. 
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THE STUFF 
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Cover Art: Christmas in Bayonne 
by Malcolm Christian Mounger 


Thanks to Beb Dylan, the 1970 World Almanac, 
and Frank Zappa and the Mothers of Invention. 
Without them this issue would not have been 
possible. 





UNIT2D WOMEN 


Carolyn Vandekappelite 


In response to a recent article "Househusband?" I would like to thank its author for 
her concern and insight. In view of the fact that women of this decade are becoming more 
sensitive to their individuality, seminary women are indeed aiso suffering an identity 
crisis. 


This year the Wives! Fellowship has sericusly been considering many changes, one of 
which is the name. The concept of the organization has altered at the beginning of this 
term, For the first time, all seminary women have been invited to each meeting by person- 
al letter of invitation. Husbands and single men are participating in the drama group, 
volleyball, folksinging, and varicus discussion groups that have formed independently. 
The Christmas Mixer and the Valentine Dinner-Dance are two main events to which the 
entire seminary community is invited. We have tried not to alienate anyone. The basic 
objective remains for us to involve and serve the women who are married to students. 


We have united. Join us and add a new dimension to your womanhood. We are open to 
suggestions which will facilitate our being of greater service. 








"BUT THE MULTITUDE OF YOUR FOES SHALL BE LIKE -SMALL«DUST.. .!! 
Isaiah 29:5a 
Mary Louise Marple 


The church today is being assailed from all sides by forces determined to destroy 
it. Evils abound which can cause the disintegration of our mother church, The Bride of 
Christ is eminently faced with debasement and ravage. 


As prospective workers in that institution we must be alert to this process which 
we can witness going on around us every day. Even the greatest sanctuary of the church, 
namely the theological seminary, is not immune to these destructive forces. Daily we 
can witness the deterioration if we are alert. What can we do as concerned servants of 
Christ to prevent, or at least to halt, this march of evil? Do we not have the responsi- 
bility to do more than merely comment? Must we not act? Indeed, we mist be actively 
involved in this battle, and we must take up the challenge immediately, if not sooner. 


To be effective soldiers in this combat, we must first learn to recognize the devious 
tricks which the enemy employs to defeat us. Sometimes the enemy comes disguised in 
subtle forms -— wolves in sheep's clothing to coin a phrase. The most active and visible 
agents can be found in the very dormitory in which you reside, Yes, and they can even 
be found in the refractory, the very center of campus life. It is frightening, but true, 
to realize that these deviants have even invaded these sacred halls. For weeks you can 
ignore their activity, passing it off as activity associated with the pleasant fall 
weather, or perhaps as just youthful exuberance. Beware} This is the very heart of their 
deception. Right below your very nose they are secretly and silently plotting to destroy 
some of the very structures many of us cali "home", Their plot is so sweeping,-.so beyond 
the scope of our imaginations, that we have difficulty comprehending it. 


Just what is this horrendous plot which is afoot, you ask. It is nothing less 
frightening than this -- our enemies plan to move all of the buildings of this seminary 
away to some new location. Too fantastic for belief? I too felt this way at first, but, 
after some months of careful observation, I have been forced to accept it as true. At 
first, I noticed a small number of this bitter enemy meandering down the hall late in 
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the afternoon. Gradually their numbers have -ncreased, Now I observe them criss-crossing 
mg desk late at night, streaking across the pages of my books, swimming in the lavatory. 
Often I have found them attempting a frontal attack on my closest und dearest possession 
-— my toothbrush} I have experienced increasing apprehension about the invasion of these 
miniature foes. After all, they can transport objects several times their own weight, 
With the vast numbers in shich they are now appearing, I actually fear for the well-being 
of our seminary. In fact, the culmination of my anxiety wes reached when 1 discovered 

one of them doing the backstroke in my coffee at the dining hall. We are not safe even 


there! 


We must take up the challenge and fight to the death for our right to keep our 
dormitories and dining facilities free of these six=-legzed beasts. We mist join forces 
— students, faculty, administration, and grounds crew alike == and destroy this invasion 
from the outside, before it indeed carries us all away. We must gird up our loins and 
fight the good fight, using every weapon available to us -= RAID, TAT ant trap, rolled 
magazines, shoes, and yes, even our feet if nsed be. we mst not stop until the enemy is 
thoroughly and completely defeated. Only then can we pursue our task of ministry with 
confidence and courage, knowing we have alleviated this threat to the church. 


Go, then, into all the seminary and kill an ant for Christ} 








EDITOR'S NOTE: "Stag-erLee shot seven 
Billy swore that he threw cight...o' 








A SERIOUS ECUMENICAL PROBLEM 


George Dionysios Dragas 


The occasion for these theughts was given by the Rev. Theodore Stylianopoulos 
lecture on and celebration of the divine liturgy of the Greek Orthodox Church, at the 
Miller Chapel of the Princeton Theological Seminary, on November 9th and lOth, 1970. 
When the lecture was finished I could not avoid pondering the question: "How far is 
the modern Orthodox Church truly ecumenical and catholic?" I was led to ask this 
particular question because of the ambiguous situation in which I, as well as all 
non-Orthodox Christians were put. On the one hand we were all invited to attend the 
divine liturgy; on the other hand we were all told catezorically that only Orthodox 
Christians were allowed to participate in the communion. Al] possibilities of 
intercommunion were excluded. Yet, Mr. Stylianopoulos stressed that Orthodox Christians 
think of the entire divine liturgy as a communal service, which culminates in the 
communion of the Body and Blood of Christ through the consecrated bread and wine. 

How could Evangelical Christians participate in the liturgy meaningfully unless they 
were allowed to partake of the communion? Could there be real participation in the 
divine liturgy when participation in its basic act was excluded? After all, was it not 
the divine liturgy of Christ? Was it not enough that Evangelical Christians were 
baptised into Christ and have confessed with lips and hearts the Apostolic confession 
"KYPION. THEOVYS XPIETOL," in short that they are members of His Body, the Church, 
which exists because of the seving activity of the Triune Holy God? Or, was it not 

a catholic liturgy, i.e. a means of participation in the Gospel of Christ which is 

for the whole world, and especially for those who by His grace, through feith, have 
been made His adopted brothers and sisters? It seemed to me that an invitation to 
worship, by means of any Christian ecclesiastical liturgical rite or order of service, 
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of the Church and the whole world. As a matter of fact, Christ Himself is the One who 
invites His people to worship. It is true that some among His people are chosen or set 
apart to officiate or lead in the service according to the arrangement. But this is 
because of the ritual or active side of the divine liturgy, which is integral to our 
humanity under its space-time limitations or conditions. It is our natural state of 
existence which reguires this kind of arrangement. Yet, this does not mean that those 
who are chosen to officiate are somehow more important than those who partake. All 
are communicants, since all are equal members of the Body of Christ living in the 
eschatological tension between the "now" and the "not yet". Christ Himself, the 
incarnate Logos, is essentially the truly, the only leader of our worship " Aectoupy og n, 
by virtue of His Holy Ascension and place at the right hand of the Father. His actual 
liturgy (Aectoupy “a s activity, act, action) is His work of redemption and 
restoration in the entire range of the Economy ( Oinovopta ) of Salvation, which 
is indissolwbly connected with His saving Person as the Mediator between Ged and men. 
But what is then the divine liturgy or order of worship of the Church or rather the 
divine liturgies of the churches? The liturgies of the churches are solemn re-presenta- 
tions in word and act of His continuous work of salvation throughout the centuries, and 
especially "here" and "now", ‘They are activities ( Aettoupytat ) on earth, which 
although conditioned by the limitations of the space-time structure of our creaturely 
existence, yet they are 'clothed', or 'imbued!, with the reality of the ongoing 
"Agccoupy‘a ", or Saving-Act of Christ in extending his Kingdom and in saving the world. 
Through these Christian ceremonies of worship we are confirmed in the Truth of Christ's 
Humanity for us. We feed upon Him, and thereby are enabled to grow into His perfect 
stature of Manhood. All this ineffable gift of Life in Christ, the foretaste of the 
power of the world to come, is actualized in us through the Holy Spirit; hence, the 
liturgies are Spirit-ual (Theuparc nal), i,¢, of the Spirit. Thus, the liturgies or 
worships of the Christian churches are essentially ministries, through which, by God's 
grace, men are given to participate in the reality of the Kingdom of Christ and in 
His gracious Saving-Act. It is true that they are not non-human, yet they re-present 
and are the outcome of humanity which is made new and is being made new. In the light 
of all this it is, I believe, obvious that to refuse real participation in the liturgy 
of Christ involves obstructing, at least formally, participation in the free grace of 
Redemption. Is this not an act against the Holy Spirit and against the Logos of God, 
Who was incarnate and Who was slain for our separation from God and from one another, 
and for restoring the unity of God's creation? How long, or how far, can ecclesiastical 
economies and traditions be non-conformist to the Divine Protest of Salvation by God's 
grace? 


Perhaps the most appropriate way to conclude these thoughts is to re-echo the 
profound and challenging words of our Lord's high-priestly prayer for all the churches 
found in the seventeenth chapter of the Gospel according to John: "I pray for them; 

I pray not for the world, but for them which Thou has given me; for they are Thine. 

And all mine are Thine, and Thine are mine; and I am glorified in them... Weither pray 

I for these alone, but them also which shall believe on me through their words; that they 
all may be one, as Thou Father art in me, and I in Thee,: that they also may be one in 
us; that the world may believe that Thou hast sent me. And the glory which Thou gavest 
me I have given them; that they be one, even as we are one; I in them, and Thou in 

me, that they may be made perfect in one, and that the world may know that Thou hast 
sent me eo a loved them, as Thou hast loved me." (The Gospel according to John xvii: 
9-10, 20-23). 


AMEN. So let it be, Lord. 








EDITOR'S NOTE: "Aw, momma, can this really be the end? 
To be stuck inside of Mobile with the Memphis Blues again..." 
-- Bob Dylan 
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The African Violets 

Are 
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Brown in need of water 

The wrinkled leaves seem glass 
And when you 

Crush them they 
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And you 
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Milky worms eating it 
Away 
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(oh, the old wood 


That never dries) 


-- Brian H. Childs 








FIIM REVIEWS: TRISTANA AND TRASH 


Luis Bunuel has made three last films since he spoke of his retirement: Belle de Jour, 
The Milky Way, and now Tristana. He is easily one of the great directors of our time, but 
he has never been classed with Ingmar Bergman because he forever fails to incite serious 
metaphysical conjecture of the Bergman genre. Bunuel is first and foremost a storyteller. 
Rather than seeing a world full of meaninglessness, he is always forcing us to face a world 
that we make meaningful and diabolical. His films do not elicit theological discussions 
so much as they arouse our interest in our own human perversion. Bunuel is curiously 
fascinated by the human devils he condemns. So Tristana deliberately misses every oppor- 
tunity to be a NOW issue oriented film in favor of a simple story of the exciting evil 
men and women do, 


An old gentleman of Spain (Fernando Rey) lovingly takes in the innocent young 
orphaned daughter of an old love. This girl, Tristana (Catherine Deneuve), is soon seduced 
ny the old man in his loneliness. She becomes his willing and resentful mistress until 
she is able to flee with a young artist (Franco Nero). But, desire for revenge and 
disease of the flesh bring Tristana back into the old man's house to plot the course of 
his eventual deeth. And it is around this plot that Bunuel forges a beautifully decadent 
film. Even the careful shading of the very simple color cinematography lends itself to 
the intricate weeving of the story. Catherine Deneuve perfectly plays Tristana to give her 

best performance since she achieved fame in Repulsion. Fernando Rey never allows us to 
forget that the old man is helplessly human and as wickedly human as you and I. Only 
Franco Nero is a technical blight on the film. He surely must someday be cast in a 
Bergman film, for his acting is always elevated to the metaphysical. But the film has no 
major flaws mt his, If it is not well received when it leaves New York, the eanse will 
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most likely be a declining interest in the sim>ly and well teld story. 


Trash is the second Andy Warhol production directed by Paul Morrissey, the man who 
gave Warhol movie plots. Like Bunuel, Warhol and Morrissey are excited oy the decadince of 
man and Morrissey tries to place thrt decedence witnin a story line. sand certainly «> one 
has ever accused these two of provoking theolosical discussions. They build their films 
around humorous and tragic situations that beset the most perverted characters in the 
New York underground. They do this with all the excitement of the 42nd Street smut seekers, 
filming tne degradation of man so graphically that few Warhol films nave been seen uncut 


outside of New York and San Francisco. But it is that grapnic and exploitative approach 


to the veccentricities of the losers of New York that has inde Warkol gemous and important 
as a film-maker. 


Our hero, Joe (Joe Vallesandro), is an impotent eee: Wilos Just ucan't setae up. 
Men, wenen, and other questionable characters do their best to cure his ailment, but to 
no avail. His roommate, Holly, nurses nin carefuily when she is not trying to make a 
fat 


pickup at the Pidlnore Bast. And nis life is complicated further by fils need for heroin. 
MoeOne pOlnl Ne enuers oo youne Liyore! couplet seme rimemiulin searcn ciemoney,’ fhe lady 
ol Lhe house is “where to oben ti, bales ie Sher nae Gio eS e-Plood wana sksuknim af 
Revalcowrapes. Well, ‘he cocsa!. We S02 SPO. ehe tums vo itis ep rtment where he 
lees cucee by fvys roctmavelis ore mint Biaver asia wes i eallgcomolicsted Turtvher by 


2) 


is. inability to get on weltare, Lite ma hardin the beasv Villaze. 
Morrissey nas “dirceved sis gm imgcll, Taere iseno gimmickoryerOtner thaneche color, 
notography is reminiscent of the better nce films. Even the sound har ack 
the photography is reminiscent the better silen iy ven harks b ng 

12 Hy fa sood to sec a film in 1970) Unat does not depend on any background music 
that era. But’ it is good to se aim ae 6 ately ad on ary kground musi 
to give 10 mood or style. Surely there ere places in the world without any Muzak in the 

: O ena still capt Warho2. iitezcs.. Ne jacbime 1s, alscasimple andedireéct. 
background and they still capture Warhol's in s 
JOG is oDleyed by Joe just likevJoe is. llow, if you hed trouble with that ome, his girlfriend 
Holly is pleyed beautifully by female impersonator Sielen eter ot te And eee become too 
confusing to deal with the rest of the cast. Perhaps it should be saic tnat the players 
contribute mich well to the film, and acting had noting to co with it. Warnol simply does 
with people what he did for Campbell soup cans. 


Tristana and Trash see man caught in a vicious, if exciting, cycle, forever manipu- 
lating and being manipulated. Tristana has been use j ana cannot neta but seck reveng 
Joe is always trying to take from others and is always being teken. Tristansa is left with 
an emptLyy victory in the old man's death. Joe and Holly are left destitute by the 
New York Public Assistance Administration. And it is very difficult to distinguish the 
winners from the losers in the game they/we play. Both fiims ere empathetic condemnations 
of us all with no fear of and a little excitement about hell. Tristena is the R version 
of the game. Trash is the X version of the game. 





ig 


Sone Dees 

















} NORA chin off thesold, tax bone'@of a ear old hominid was j 
EDITOR'S NOTE: "s Dag tia: ld thigh a" of 3000, 000 r old homini s found 
in 1969 in Olduvai Gorge, Tanzania, and is supporting evidence of the presence of 
australopithecine creatures in Hast Africa during the Pleistocene period. 


-—- Tne 1970 World Almanac 
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